








YOUTH’S RELIGIOUS INSTRUCTOR. 
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‘¢ REMEMBER NOW THY CREATOR IN THE DAYS OF THY YOUTH.” 
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COMMUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN. — 
SERIOUS REFLECTIONS FOR THE YOUNG. 
“ Think on these things.” 


Reflect on the brevity of human life. In this world, my 
dear young friends, we are only tenants foraday. ‘* As for 
man, his days are as grass—the wind passeth over it and it 
is gone—his days are like a shadow that declineth. The 
current of time which has swept away the countless mill- 
ions of our ancestors, who in former ages sported on the sea 
of life, but have long since been consigned to the oblivion of 
the grave, is constantly impelling us along witha velocity, 
which no péwer can impede, to the shores of eternity.— 
What a dream is this mortal life! What a transient being is 
man! O how rapid is bis journey to the tomb! Whatever 
his situation in life—however employed; whether idle or 
busy, sick or in health, sleeping or waking, sad or joyful, 
high or low, rich or poor, wise or ignorant ; on we travel to 
our last long home. Alas! “ our little day of life is shorter 
than a span !” 

In the early ages of the world, the life of man was pro- 
tracted to almost a thousand years. Even this term is buta 
point. compared to eternity, though long when contrasted 
with the narrow boundary now set to human life. In these 
dregs of time, if a person arrive to the age of 70 or 80 
~ years, it is considered arare instance of longevity. When 
22 






























0 a oe eee ee 


~~ 








254 Serious Reflections for the Young. 


you take a perspective view of this lapse of time, my young 
friends, does it seem long to you? Ask the aged pilgrim 
who totters over his staff if it seems a long time, since, in 
the days of childhood, with active limbs and merry heart, he 
sported on the green? With the. preface of a deep drawn 
sigh, he will reply: Alas! ‘Few and evil have the days 
of the years of my pilgrimage been.” But think how small 
a part of our ephemeral race, number half of 80 years. 
What multitudes go down to the grave in the morning of life. 
Look back but a few years, and where are many of your 
companions, who, thoughtless-of death, looked forward to 
adult years with as fond anticipations as yourselves? Per- 
haps your sun may set before it is noon. Let me then en- 
treat you from the brevity and uncertainty of life, to learn 
its value. Remember there is*but one season of youth in 
the life of man—it is transient as. the morning dew—it is 
the fittest time to obtain religion. Feel then the importance, 
the unspeakable importance of improving it. ‘Time is pre- 
cious. Would you know its worth, “ Ask death-beds! they 
can teli /”? It is said, that’ Elizabeth Queen of England, 
when on her dying bed, exclaimed: “ Time, time! mdlions 
of money for an inch oftime!’’ But not the wealth of Eng- 
land’s Queen—not the wealth of England herself—not the 
wealth of a world—no, nor of ten thousand worlds, can pur- 
chase the smallest particle of time. “Throw time away ! 
Throw empires and be blameless!” Do you feel disposed 
to procrastinate the work of religion, to a future day? Do 
you think yourselves too young to attend to the subject? So 
thought Lucinda. Hear her brief story and tremble! It is 
not a fiction. Lucinda lived regardlessof God and religion 
till the age of 16. Her mind was then awakened to a sense 
of her criminality and danger. Some of her young com- 
panions were inquiring the way to Zion and setting their faces 
thitherward. She too, felt the necessity of changing her 
course. She saw that if she still went on in the ways of sin, 
inevitable ruin must be the consequence; but she could not 
endure the thought of giving up her sinful pleasures. She 
wished to reconcile God and the world—bet this cannot be 
done ; one she finds must be relinquished. Long she halts 
between two opinions ; but at length makes—O what a de- 
cision! Religion, says Lucinda, I cextainly intend to have 
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before I die; but I am young and shall probably live many 
years. I will therefore pursue my amusements, at least a 
little longer, and then set about religion in earnest. She re- 
turns with avidity to her paltry pleasures. The infernal 
spirits behold with exultation her relapse; and the holy 
dove forsakes a heart which makes so wretched a choice! 
But mark the sequel. A few short months, and all her high- 
ly prized pleasures for which she hazards her soul, are gone 
—are gone forever! She was sitting in the circle of her 
friends, when an awful messenger arrives—it is the messen- 
ger of death! She is suddenly seized with an excruciating 
and mortal pain, which in one short hour terminates her 
mortal course. From the moment of her attack till her 
voice was lost in death, her incessant and earnest cry was, 
‘¢ Lord have mercy on me!” 

Reflect on death., The termination of all our woridly 
schemes and joys, and hopes. The time will come, dear 
reader, when disease shall rob thy cheek of its bloom, and 
from of its agility and strength. The busy scenes and avo- 
cations of life must be exchanged for a bed of pain and lait- 
guishing. ‘Thy physician after many a fruitless attempt to 
baffle thy disorder, says,“ I can do no more.”?” With trem- 
bling limbs and weeping eyes, thy friends draw near thy 
pillow, to witness the closing scene! O world! where is now 
thy splendour ! thy soft delights—thy promised bliss! Van- 
ished—all vanished! the dim shores of eternity begin to 
open to thy view* The trembling soul starts back—but 
death pursues his prey. A mortal paleness overspreads thy 
face. ‘The eye which once sparkled, fixes in a glassy un- 
meaning gaze—an icy coldness creeps through the frame and 
congeals the crimson current—the pulse but feebly throbs— 
the breath shortens-——a groan of unutterable anguish—— 
and all is over! / O death how terrible art thou! Read- 
er, hast thou hope in that Saviour, who alone can disarm 
death of his sting ? Ifnot, let me conjure you, by the agonies 
of a dying bed—-by the worth of your deathless souls—by 
all that is alluring in the world above—by all that is tremen- 
dous in the gulf below “ Prepare to meet thy God !”’ 

Reflect on the pleasures of Religion. Believe me my 
young friends, Religion has joys, such as the world can never 
give. Yes, joys far transcending the highest earthly bliss. I 
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am aware that it is a common opinion with many, that if 
they become religious they must be very melancholy and un- 
happy during the remainder of life. No opinion can be 
more erroneous than this. It is never till we become reli- 
gious, that we begin to know what true happiness is. Ask 
any of your pious acquaintances if religion makes them un- 
happy ? They will tell you, if they are unhappy, it is not 
religion that makes them so, but the want of it. They will 
tell you that without religion, life were of no value. 

Go to the cottage of the humble peasant who fears God ; 
follow him in his daily walks; see him as often as the rising 
sun brightens the eastern horizon, take his bible and with 
the smiles of peace beaming in his aspect, read his title to 
an inheritance incorruptible; and that fadeth not away. Be- 
hold him with a heart overflowing with gratitude, kneel- 
ing before the throne of his father and his friend. When he 
partakes of ltis humble meal, no costly viands decorate his 
iable——no rich sauces, or fruit of delicious flavour—no gob- 
lets of wine are there: yet mark his visage; does not con- 
tent sit smiling on his brow, while “he eats his meat with 
gladness and singleness of heart” Ask him if religion makes 
him unhappy ? He will look wistfully in your face at the 
question, as doubting whether you are in your senses. He 
will tell you that without religion, he wert of all men most 
miserable. He will tell you that it is the spring of all his 
joys——that it sweetens the bitter cup of poverty—blunts the 
sharpest edge of sorrow—-fills the soul with joy unspeakable, 
and enables him to look forward with ecstacy to a brighter 
and a better world. 


‘‘Happy ye poor who know your bible true, 

A iruth, Voltaire, though learned, never knew, 
Aad in that charter read with sparkling eyes, 
Your title to a treasure in the skies.” 


Do you still believe that religion will make you unhappy ° 
Will it make you unhappy to have your sins all pardoned 
through the blood of the Redeemer? to have the God of 
heaven for your parent and your friend? To be able to come 
to him with filial confidence and spread all your wants and 
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ease withers your youthful bloom, and points you to the low- 
ly grave, will it make you unhappy to recline your aching 
head on the bosom of atender-hearted Saviour ? And when 
you feel death’s rugged hand tearing asunder your heart- 
strings——when your fading eyes are closing on all you hold 
dear on earth, will it make you unhappy to behold the glories 
of paradise bursting upon your soul, and angel bands ready 
to convey you thither? 

Reflect on the joys of Heaven. Eye hath not seen nor 
ear heard, nor the heart of man conceived tlre felicity which 
God has prepared for those who love him. It is unuttera- 
ble! O for an angel’s pen—angels taste the bliss! There 
are fountains of living water—rivers of pleasure—no night is 
there for the radiant beams of the Sun of Righteousness shine 
with uninterrupted splendour. There the blessed inhabitants 
wear crowns of glory——are clad in robes whitened by a 
Saviour’s blood, with palms of victory in their hands. 
They love one another with pure hearts. No breath of envy 
or malice taints the pure atmosphere of those blissful re- 
gions. ‘There no pining sickness shall ever fade the bloom- 
ing cheek of beauty, nor the chilling frost of death nip the 
buds of virtue! In the bleak soil of this world, roses most 
fair, bloom in the midst of thorns ; and they bloom to fade~~ 


«‘ Worms wind themselves into our sweetest flowers.” 


Our sweetest draughts of pleasure are often mingled with 
drops of wormwood and gall. There is pleasure without 
alloy, and lasting as the eternal throne. 


‘‘There summers never cease, 
And glory never dies, 
There an eternal spring shall bloom, 
With joys as vast as angels powers, 
And thrice ten thousand harps in tune, 
Shall praise the love that made it ours.” 


Reflect on the miseries of Hell. Alas, here my heart 
revolts! Fain would I turn from a subject so tremendous, 
but duty forbids—love to your souls forbids. Ifthe Bible be 
true, the God of heaven has assuredly prepared a world of 
darkness and despair for those who finally reject his grace. 
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Consider then, my young friends: and O through sovereign 
grace may you escape that land of horror, where hope comes 
not—where the worin dies not, and the fire is never quenched. 
There is weeping, and wailing, and gnashing of teeth! There 
an incensed God pours out full vials of his wrath upon the 
finally impenitent. No cheering ray of light penetrates the 
dismal gloom of that prison of despair! No bleeding Saviour 
there stands and pleads with sinners, “till his head is wet 
wit dew and his locks with drops of the night”’-—-No messenger 
of heaven, “in strains as sweet as angels use,” proclaims the 
news of salvation, and with a melting heart expostulates with 
Sinners, crying, “Turn ye, turn ye, for why will yedie!”’ No pi- 
ous friends there weep and pray, and cry to God day and night 
for their salvation! Once this was the case; but now all is 
over—the day is past. ‘Past is the clement mediatorial 
hour.” The gates of the infernal prison are forever closed, 
and fastened with more than mortal bars. O could we but 
once descend as spectators to the abyss of woe, and behold 
the smoke of their torments ascending for ever and ever! 
Could we behold those hopeless, deathless, miserable souls, 
who were once invited to partake of all the glories of the par- 
adise on high—of bliss surpassing Eden—now shut out from 
heaven and God—bound with the chains of Omnipotence— 
writhing in the agonies of despair ! Could we hear thgir heart- 
rending shrieks—their hoarse and hollow moans. Could we 
behold the aspect which exhibits only terror, on which shines 
not the faintest ray of heavens mercy. Could we witness— 
and but witness all this, with what feelings should we return 
to a probationary state! Would the glare of earthly glory 
again dazzle, eyes which had seen such sights of horrour ! 
Would the siren song of pleasure charm the ear which had 
heard such sounds of woe! Should we not look withcontempt 
on all human grandeur, and count all human sufferings lighter 
than a mere feather, if we might be able to escape the wrath 
which is to come ? 

But what gives an inexpressible poignancy to the misery of 
the finally impenite nt, is, that is eternal. ‘ When ages on 
ages shall have rolled away, and the victim of despair lifts his 
languid eyes to heaven and exclaims: how long Lord? The 
answer will echo through the gloomy caverns of wretched- 
ness—F or ever—for ever /” Reader, the door of mercy is not 
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yet shut. ‘The sentence has not gone forth. He who bled 
on Calvary, extends to thee his hands, bleeding with wounds 
oflove. He offers thee aheaven of ever during bliss. Come 
to him, and you have nothing to fear. Come to him, and you 
have every thing to hope. 

Reflect on the day of Judgment. How interesting—how 
amazing—how awful will be that moment when the trumpet 
of the archangel shall echo through the vaulted skies. The 
great Redeemer comes! Not now in the form of a feeble in- 
fant—not now to be treated with contumely and scorn, to be 
buffetted and spitted on; and crowned with thorns, and nail- 
ed toa cross ! With awful pomp and power he comes. O how 
unlike the babe of Bethlehem! How unlike the man that 
groaned on Calvary !” Now he comes to assemble the na- 
tions of the earth to his august tribunal. The small and 
great shall be there—the infant who just tasted life’s bitter 
cup and turned its head aside, and the hoary pilgrim who 
numbered his nine hundred years. The mighty conquerors 
who made the earth to tremble, shall now tremble before him 
who conquers earth and hell. Kings and emperors who sat 
on thrones of ivory, shall bow low at the footstool of the king 
of kings. ‘There shall be ministers, andthe people of their 
charge—parents and children—the first inhabitants of Eden’s 
peaceful bower, and the latest tenant of the earth—a multi- 
tude which no man can number. What a moment will that 
be, when the records of Eternity shall be unfolded ? Whata 
scene will open to our view when this world kindles into a 
blaze, and the elements melt with intense heart ? Worldling ! 
where is now thy treasure? Beauty! where thy ornaments ? 
Where are the painted bubbles which we now doat on, and 
for which we hazard our souls ? God esteems them not. 

Reader, all this shall thine eyes behold—nor will there be 
an unconcerned spectator. Thou wilt have a part to act in 
this great drama. After a strict and impartial trial, how 
interesting will be that moment, when sentence shall be pro- 
nounced. Who can conceive the ecstacy of the faithful, when 
a voice, sweeter than the harp of angels, shall invite them to 
come and take possession of their eternal inheritance! Ard 
Q, who can paint the anguish of the wicked, when a voice, 
more dreadful than ten thousand thunders, dooms them to the 
pit of perdition. When they shall behold that countenance 
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which once woo’d them with smiles of benignant mercy, now. 
look horror and despair. Save us, O our God, in that hour of 
terror from the terror of thy frown! May we in that dread 
day, be found amongst that blood-washed throng, who, with 
rapture all divine,shall cry, Salvation unto our God which sit- 
teth upon the throne, and to the Lamb for ever and ever ! 
VERONICA. 


COMMUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN. 
INSTRUCTION FROM THE GRAVE. 
“ How many die as sudden—not as safe !”’ 


My DEAR CAROLINE, 

I have just returned from paying the last sad tribute 
of affection to our friend Miss A————. She so young, 
so lovely, lately crowned with such flattering hopes, 
and fitted more than almost any of our acquaintance te 
make life useful to herself and others, has suddenly gone 
down to the sepulchre, and left her friends to deplore an ir- 
reparable loss, and weep over the instability of earthly enjoy- 
ments. How little did we think when you saw her last, that 
death would select her, as his earliest victim? Her beauty al- 
most awakened the impression that she belonged to a superi- 
or race of beings. Her enlightened understanding, and re 
fined wit, imparted to her cheerfulness universal! attractions. 
Her gentle dispositions diffused over her whole demeanour 
the air of kindness and amiability ; and her piety awakened 
at onee our reverence and love. She was eminently fitted 
and disposed to do good, and was eminently happy. She de- 
rived high enjoyment from the afiection and society of ber 
friends ; but. higher from religion ; and habitually displayed in 
her life the conviction that to be holy, harmless and undefiled ; 
to love God,-and enjoy his favour, is not only a duty, but a 
privilege. She shed a benign influence around her. None 
knew her without loving her. Few conversed with her with- 
out gaining a useful thought, or an excitement to useful exer- 
tion. She yielded to her religious associates many hours of 
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workings of ther pious heart, and pointing their expectations 
to the joys of that world of entire purity which was the ob- 
ject of her ardent hope. Many of the sick owed to her 

friendly visits a return of hope and consolation, and many of 
the poor the relief of their necessities. 

Such was Miss A———— when you saw hier last. None, 
then, to the eye of human expectation bid fairer to live, and to 
live happily and usefully. A scene seemed to be unfolding 
self before her, bright with hope, and adorned with all that 
renders existence here desirable and happy; and awakened 
in beholders the wish, that it had fallen to them to enjoy so 
lair a prospect. : 

But how different had been the vision, could our eye have 
penetrated the darkness of futurity. We should have seen 
her path soon winding from that bright scene into the valley 
of the shadow of death, her earthly joys closed, her usefulness 
terminated, and her friends once happy in her society, weep- 
ing around her sepulchte. 

in that sad group I have just mingled. Her sickness, 
which was short and violent, Jeft her mental powers unim- 
paired, and permitted her repeatedly to survey the foundation 
of her religious hopes, and to look steadily at the scenes of 
eternity, to which she felt herself to be rapidly advancing ; 
and in these circumstances her piety seemed to rise in its 
strength, and brighten in its lustre. 

I visited her several times, and conversed with her as 
much as her indisposition would allow. Although obvious- 
ly much superior to most in her Christian character, she 
exhibited a deep humility; she felt that her evidences of bear- 
ing the image of God were none todo great to sustain a hope of 
obtaining forgiviness at His bar ; and that her fife exhibited but 
a feeble and unworthy proof of devotion to His service com- 
pared with her obligations. “She placed her hopes of accep- 
tance not on any of her «vn works, but the atonement of the 
Redeemer. ‘I behold,” said she, “in His death alone an 
expiation of my guilt. My hopes beam from His cross. 1 
see in Him only, grace that can pardon one, sinful like my- 
self; power that can release from the bondage of sin, and 
conform to His image; and benevolence that can bestow gra- 
tuitously the endless enjoyments I desire and need. And in 
Him I behold all these attributes, and see them employed in 
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redeeming the guilty. Isee them pledged to save all who 
approach and touch the sceptre of His mercy. Lentrust my 
soul in His hands, and feel a sweet persuasion that I do it 
with right feelings, and to His acceptance. She expressed 
exalted views of the character of the Redeemer, and the 
riches of His grace, displayed to the guilty ; and the influence 
of His presence to sustain His disciples amid the afflictions of 
life, and the conflicts of death. She was submissive to the 
allottment which cast so early a blight on ‘her earthly-hope-, 
and called herto the grave. She viewed the many blessings 
that distinguished her lifeas so many unmerited gifts, demand- 
ing a gratitude more fervent, and an obedience more undevia- 
ting than she had ever yielded. She felt that they had been a 
thousand times forfeited, rather than that she had any claim 
to their future possession; and spoke with emotion of the 
riches of that forbearance which continues in our hands the 
gifts we neglect or misuse, renews the invitations we reject, 
and repeats the warnings and expostulations which have been 
urged on us in vain. ‘ Can I,” said she, “ whose heart has 
never made one return equal to my obligations; who have 
frequently been thankless for inestimable blessing ; and who 
owe all my happiness and hope to immeasurable grace, feel 
unwilling that God should withdraw those gifts when He 
pleases? Can I repine that health is denied me? that my 
earthly friendships are soon to be closed? my life to termi- 
nate ; and my spirit to be removed to another scene of exist- 
ence ? It is not my prerogative to choose where I shall dwell, 
or what blessings I shall share. Had not the word of God 
cast any light on that scene of existence to which His chiid- 
ren are to be advanced, I ought not to repine, or to tremble 
with anxiety. I ought not to distrust His goodness; but 
cheerfully to yield myselfto His disposal; assured that His 
mercy would supply all my wants; His love still shed its 
smile to cheer my spirit; and His wisdom teach me how to 
do His will, and display my delight in His character, and 
devotion to His glory. But He has not left me to rest my 
hopes and expectations on His general character : He has giv- 
en “great and precious promises ;” unfolding much of that 
scene on which I am to enter, and fitted to awaken joy un- 
speakable and full of glory. It is a world of unmixed holi- 
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children but dim and short visions of His face: He will there 
bless them with his continual presence. Not like this in 


_ which temptations are perpetually assailing us, and at least 
- checking the promptness of our obedience, if not withdraw- 
ing us from the path of salvation. No pleasures will then soli- 
cit us, which are not conformable to the will of God: and 
_ we shall notthen as in this life, be called to the bitterness: of 


losing our dearest friends, or be forced to bid adieu to their so- 
ciety, but love and enjoy one another for ever. Since then 


_ such is the Kingdom of heaven, shall I shrink when God ex- 
- tends His hand to conduct me thither? Shall I be unwilling 
_ that He should display His love in so early releasing me from 
_ the guilt and sorrow that attend existence here, and advance 


me to entire holiness and happiness ? What is there here that 


_ ought to command my love that does not exist there much 
more abundantly ? It is indeed painful to bid adieu to life. 


It is inexpressibly so to close my 2yes on all the dear objects 
of my love; to take a final look at the place in which my 
existence commenced and has advanced thus far; and nature 


shrinks too from the struggles of her last conflict: for the 


valley of death is overhung with dark shadows even when 
illumined by the lamp of hope. Yet sustained by the 


_ presence of the Redeemer, I shall willingly pass it fearing no 


evil. 

Such were the feelings she exhibited during her illness, 
Her death was tranquil. The violence of her disorder had 
wasted her strength, and left her to expire without a struggle. 


She displayed by signs a consciousness of her state, and by 


the serenity of her countenance the continuance of that hope 
which had cheered her life, and which disarmed death of ter- 
ror. Such was her life, and such her death. How man 

who witnessed her example have wished that they had lived 
like her ; and how many who saw her during her illness, and 
stood around her in the hour of her dissolution, breathed the 
fervent desire, that their death might be like hers? And has 
not this narrative my dear friend, prompted in you the wish 


_ that in your final hour, you may experience the power of reli- 


gion scattering your fears, and enabling you to triumph in 


Christ Jesus ? ( To be continued.) 
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THE SEPARATION. 


** Should’st thou behold thy brother, father, wife, 

And all the soft companions of thy life, 

Whose blended int’rests levell'd at one aim, 

Whose mix’d desires sent up one common famese 
Divided far ; thy wretched self alone, 

Cast on the left, of all whom thou hast known, 

How would it wound? what millions would’st thou give 
For one more trial, one more day to live.” 


Ir has pleased an infinitely wise God, in the management 
of his Kingdom, to form societies for the ‘good of his subjects. 
He has instituted families, and united “those of the same 
household by the ties of affection and blood. 

By this arrangement, persons of different character are of- 
ten placed in the nearest relation to each other. The hum- 
ble believer in Christ may be found in the same family with 
the impenitent and unbelieving. But this state of things 
will not long continue. A separation must soon take place. 
However painful the thought, the nearest connexions must 
be dissolved, and the tenderest ties of natural affection torn 
agunder. When the last trump shall have assembled the na- 
tions around the judgment seat of Christ, then pareats and 
children will part to meet no more; then brothers and sis- 
ters will take an eternal leave ; then the godly wife will be 
received into heaven, and the “ungodly husbaid cast down 
to hell. 

The impassable gulf will be the line of eternal separation 
between the friends and the enemies of God. It will give 
the one, an assurance of endless bliss, and spread the black- 
ness of despair over the prospects of the other. No more 
will they meet in the social circle; no more participate in 
the joys of friendship; their intercourse is ended, and du- 
ring the lingering, ceaseless ages of eternity, the one will re- 

vice amid the ineffable glories of heaven, and the other 
_wail amid the unquenchable fires of Hell. 

Impenitent reader, have you not some christian friend ; 
has not a brother or sister, a husband or wife, or some near 
relative, chosen that good part that shall never be taker - 7 
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_ away! And can you bear the thought of an eternal separa- 


tion? Does not the tear flow, and the heart throb, when you 
part with a friend for but a few years?) What then must be 


F your feelings when you shall take a final leave of those who 


are now near and dear to you? I fancy I see the impeni- 
tent sinner parting with one, who, in life, was a near friend. 
What consternation is visible in his countenance! What 
mingled : of anguish and despair! In wild amaze- 
ment, he cries out, must we part forever? O that I could 
with you be received into heaven! No, that would be worse 
than the torments of hell. Oh! that I were prepared to 
enjoy the happiness of that blessed world, but in vain are all 
these wishes. Hark! the awful sentence, “depart ye cur- 
sed,”’ strikes terror through my soul, and drives me hence: 
adieu, I sink ; am forever lost. In an instant he is snatch- 
ed away and hurled, amid the thunder-bolts of wrath, deep 
into the infernal pit. 

{mpenitent reader, this will probably be thy doom. You 
doubtless think that you shall escape it, but you have no rea- 
son to think so, while you remain in a state of impenitence 5 
and itis because you do think so, that I tremble for you. 

Some around you have repented of their sins, while you 
remain an enemy to God, and continue “to treasure up 
wrath against the day of wrath.” A few more days will 
measure out the short span of your probation, and, as I fear, 
consign you to the world ef wa. 

With what anguish will you look from the prison of des- 
pair towards the mansions of the redeemed, and call to mind 
the names of some in those peaceful abodes, whom on earth 
you loved and esteemed as friends? How will you endure the 
thought, that you once had the same offers of salvation, and 
enjoyed the same means of grace as they. And if there 
should be a pause in the wailings and blasphemies of the 
damned, and some of the notes of the new song fall up- 
on your ear; oh, how will it make the flames of divine 
wrath glow about you-with intenser heat ! Repent, I beseech 
you, before your experience shall convince you of the pain- 
ful reality of what you now read. 3 age ae 

If this paper should fall into the hands of one who has 
no Christ or friend, let him not think his condition to be pre- 
ferable to that which I have just: described, but remember 
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the earnest entreaty of the rich man in Hell; that Abraham 
wou..: send Lazarus to warn his five brethren, lest they — 
should come to that place of torment. He feared that the ~ 
presence of his brethren would increase his sufferings; and 
somay you.. For there is no friendship in hell; nothing but 
mutual recrimination and discord reigning in that dark 
world. 

I would adda few words for those whose painful duty it is 
to weep and pray over impenitent relatives. Christian 
friends, it is impossible that you should be destitute of feeling 
on this subject; but have you that anxiety which its amazing 
importance demands? What are your feelings, when you 
stand around the death-bed of a dear friend? Does not the 
streaming tear, and the heaving sigh then express the emo- 

ions of your souls? 

You must witness a more affecting scene than this. Un- 
Jess the prayer of faith prevent, you will soon see some of 
your nearest friends stand trembling, in the guilty throng, on 
the left hand of their Judge; yea, more—you will see them 
sink down under the awful pressure of divine wrath into 
the burning pit, and behold the smoke of their torment for- 
ever ascending up before the throne of God. It will thenbe 
too late for prayer. Nothing can then be done to mitigate 
the horrors of theirdoom. I beseech you therefore, so long 
as they are in a world of hope, let every breath waft to 
heaven your earnest prayer for the salvation of their souls. 

U. B. 


MISSIONARY ENTERPRISE.—No. VI. 


“ The Bramin kindles on his own bare head 
The sacred fire—self-torturing his trade '” 


“We retired to rest aiter readiag a dismal account of the 
burning of a young widow in India. We took the stage be- 
fore light in the morning, when the following dialogue occur- 
red in substance. Our new fellow passengers we were una- | 
ble to distinguish in consequence of the darkness. For. « 
some time nothing was said ; all was still as nature aroundus. 
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The old gentleman, anxious to revive the last evening’s theme, 
broke the silence in a familiar manner. “ Maria, the ride 
was too hard for you yesterday; did you rest well last 
night Pr” 

‘Very well, sir, though I was waked three times by a 


¢¢ Ah, did yeu dream of that poor woman ?” 
‘TI fell asleep thinking of her and her two helpless chil- 


_ dren. But Susan says it is impolite to say much of one’s 
_ self, and to be telling dreams.” 


“ Susan is right, my dear,”. said a stranger, “ but it is 
somewhat against the rules of politeness to excite expecta- 
tions which you cannot answer. I hope you will not deny 
us the pleasure we anticipate. It will appear like a vision 
to us all, we are now so nearly asleep.” 

She felt mortified ; but related the dream with this secret 
resolution, never again to speak before she had thought what 
company she was in. 

‘‘T was in a distant country,” said she, “ walking over a 
sandy plain that extended as far as my eye could reach. 
Under my feet I saw bonesand skulls, like the bones of men 
and children. Along the road were dead men. I saw sev- 
eral old persons dying. Some of them lay with their eves 
steadily and wishfully fixed towards heaven—others were 
gazing at a temple on a distant part of the plain—some ap- 
peared to be creeping toariver that flowed opposite to the 
temple. They took no notice of me, but one of them said 
to another, we shall soon bathe and goto heaven; another 
said, I see the happy temple, and I shall live in heaven; an- 
other said, I am full of God, and can think of nothing else ; 
I shail soon be like him. A number of children, pale-faced 
and sad, were stepping about looking on me, and on the fe- 
rocious beasts which devoured the bodies as soon as the 
breath of life had left them. Two of these attracted my 
notice. ‘They stood arm in arm, weeping as they beheld a 
column of smoke rising at a distance. Our mother, said 
they, Oh, our mother, the fire consumed her and we must 
die. She went up in the smoke, and we must die. At this 
moment a huge beast, whose mouth and paws were still 


‘ bloody, came galloping towards them, and I awoke.” 


Maria closed the narration, of which this is the outline, 
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just as the sun was rising above the eastern mountains. The ~ 
gentleman thanked her very politely for the entertainment |— 
she had afforded, and remarked, that “ the same sun which | 7 
now casts his benign beams upon temples, and altars; and | 
pious hearts, devoted to the living God, witnesses scenes of 
the most complicated misery in heathen lands which the ima- 
gination can conceive——perhaps shines upon the flames of a 
funeral pile. Your dream, my dear, is almost an exact pic- 
ture of India.” 

‘It is shocking” rejoined the old gentleman. ‘ Cannot 
this practice of burning widows be abolished ?” 

G. The British Government in India might check it. 

0. G. Is it voluntary on the part of the widow ? 

G. In most cases it is; not unfrequently, however, the 
mother is dragged by her own children and bound to the fa- 
sal pile. 

O. G. Are there many that suffer this awful death? 

G. Many thousands every year. 

«What can be the inducement?” a second gentleman en- 
quired. | 

O.G. There must be some very violent motive, and we 
should be able to judge of the people and their religion more 
satisfactorily, if we understood the object of these sacrifices. 
Has any one uncovered the secret things of their worship ? 

G. Mr. Ward and others have investigated the principles 
by which the Hindoos are induced to perform these inhuman 
riies. Their sacred books ave at the bottom of the evil, 
holding out rewards which few can resist. ‘That mother 
must possess a brutal heart indeed whose afiection will not 
encounter the momentary pangs of death to secure such bles- 
sings. Besides establishing her children in the highest ranks 
of society, she is permitted to rescue her husband from any 
prison of torment into which his sins may have cast him, 
and to seat him in full possession of endless happiness. She 
ensures, moreover, an eternal heaven to all her posterity 
who may be born while fourteen gods reign on the throne of 
heaven—a period probably longer than the world will en- 
dure. All this the Hindoo Shasters promise. Who could so 
trifle with the happiness of immortal men, of thousands of 
dear friends, as to be unwilling to burn on the pile in such a 
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low-beings, or yourself; a foundation cannot thus be laid for 
a tranquil and happy life. Now my dear, our happiness 
and our duty are inseparably connected ; and I wish you ev- 
er to remember, that precisely in proportion as the one is 
performed, we shall enjoy the other. Just in proportion as 
we consult our duty, instead of our sinful inclinations, we 
shall approve ourselves to God, and our own consciences. Do 
you find any real enjoyment in all these trifling, momentary 
pleasures, Emeline ? 

Emeline. Dear mother, no; aad I have often been surpri- 
zed to find my heart so entirely opposed to the dictates of 
my better judgment. 

Mrs. C. Well, my dear, the dictates of your better judg- 
ment, will ever clash with the sinful propensities of you: 
heart, until by divine grace the latter is formed anew; then 
there will be no collision; then you will experience that 
peace and happiness which those only enjoy, who are influ- 
enced in all their conduct by a just sense of the duties fhey 
owe totheir great Creator. My unceasing prayer for you is, 
that you may know this by happy experience. 


‘¢ Lean not on earth ; ’twill pierce thee to tbe heart, 
A broken reed at most ; but oft a spear ; 
On its sharp point, peace bleeds, and hope expires.” 


“ Lean not on earth ?”—But why ? 

Why not repose on that which looks so fair, 

And beauteous? That which ’chantingly holds forth 

The form of happiness, in shape so winning, 

As quick to claim and quicker to possess the best affections > 
Sure here is all to please ; all to delight the youthful beart ; 
And fill the soul with joy unminglied, unalloyed. 

Can aught be lurking here with pois’nous sting, 

Where ail doth promise fair? Where nota cloud 

Even flits across the scene ; or intercepts the bright 

And cheering prospect ? . . - - 





O! it will“ pierce thee to the heart !” 

For close behind this prospect bright and fair, 

There lies con¢eal’d, the dreadful poison to thy soul! 

There’s nought in all whieh you bebold, 

So fair and so inviting but what, if tasted, 

Will communicate the dregs of sorrow, 

Deep and lasting to thy wounded soul ! 

Here a grows, (though it may look so beauteous to thine 
eye 

But thorns and rankling cares, which do infest, 
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Blight and destroy the dearest, fondest hopes, 
E’er sought by man, or bloom’d in mortal breast ¢. 
Yes, here “ peace” often “ bléeds,’’ 
And “ hope” as oft “ expires !” 





Then lean not on this *‘ broken reed ;"” ' 
But look beyond ;—look up to that bright world, 
Where only thou can’st find a permanent repose ; 





—Can’st only find that happiness for which thy soul was’t form’d; 4 
: 


And which renew’d and quicken’d, ’twill again revive, 
And cherish. Yes,even in soil so poor, 

’T will grow and flourish ; and at last, 

Cause thee to rise above these changing scenes, 

And plant thee on ashore of peaceful rest, 

Where blooms without allov, and without end, 
Immortal life-—unfading happiness, 





COMMUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN. 


WHAT HATH GOD WROUGHT? 


A new scene has opened to the view of many of the dear 
youth of this State. In the recent relivals of religion, they 
have renounced the world and have chosen Christ for their 
everlasting Portion. Instead of finding them at the resorts 
of youthful amusements, they may be seen in the circles of 
praying christians. Their ball-rooms are left desolate, or 
are converted to religious purposes. In room of the viol are 
now heard songs of praise and thanksgiving. And instead 
of going in companies to the world of despair, they march 
hand in hand towards “ the hill of Zion.” Having given u 
their relish for carnal jeys, they have left their thoughtless 
eompanions that they may associate with the children of God. 
Yes, the stranger as he passes through this vicinity, at the 
close of the day, has his attention arrested by the ringing of 
the bells, orbya host of young pilgrims who are directing their 
course towards God’s earthly temples. On their way he sees 
them “take sweet counsel while they feel the love of Jesus 
glowing ia their souls.” With countenances bright with joy, 
he hears them relate their happy change and their commtun- 
ion with the Redeemer. Afier the exercises of the evening are 
concluded, if we follow them in little bands to different places, 


be beholds them engaged in prayer for the continuagce of 
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“J could not hesitate a moment,” replied the gentle- 
man’s wife, who clasping a smiling babe, had listened with 
very great emotion, “ not a moment, much as I love life and 
my friends. I love my children more.” 

‘¢ Only one, I suppose, burns on the same pile ??’ said the 
old gentleman. 

G. Alas! poor females of India! many of them have 
been consumed, not unfrequently in the same flames. Po- 
lygamy is common among Asiatics. It is henourable for fe- 
males to marry into the family of a Brahmin; several young 
girls are often given in this honourable connexion, by parents, 
toa single man. Hence ten or fifteen are sometimes burned 
with one body. Mr. Ward mentions a pile which was 
burning three days in order to receive all the widows—pro- 
bably as many as a hundred.” 

‘¢ How important” said the lady, “ that the Bible be sent 
among them—they appear to be a reading people and 
would at once see the absurdity of their cruel worship, 
when brought in comparison with the gospel plan of salva- 
tion.” 

‘¢ Yes,”’ resumed the gentleman, “ they could not fail to em- 
brace the mild religion of Christ, itis so suited to human ne- 
cessities and yet so averse to those bloody rites. Until the 
Bible is disseminated and the confidence in the Shasters is en- 
tirely shaken, no very rapid progress can be made in their 
christianization.” 

‘‘ For my part,” interrupted the second gentleman, “ I see 
no need of this ado about the heathen. ‘They have a reli-~ 
gion of their own; they will do well enough, if Christians 
can be content to let them alone.” 

(To be continued. ) 


COMMUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN, 
MATERNAL ADVICE. 


‘‘ Not so fast my dear,” said the anxious mother of Eme- 


| line, as she heard her daughter gaily enumerating the pleas- 


ures of her anticipated visit ; “‘ why do you count with-so 
23* 
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much assurance upon uncertain pleasures ? When shall I ef. © 
feetually teach you sobriety of expectation with regard tothe — 
things of this life ?” : 

*‘ Sobriety of expectation, Mama,” said Emeline, “Ican- — 
not see any want of it in merely anticipating that, which, in all 
probability, will take place.” “i 

‘“¢ My dear,” replied Mrs. C. ‘ every prospective event is - 
attended with the highest uncertainty; therefore we should | — 
never permit our anticipations to influence us so far as to | — 
preclude from our minds, things of greater importance; or to | 
produce that disappointment, which would be a barrier to | 
the performance of our duty in case our wishes were not | 






gratified.” 


Emeline. But mama, I do not speak with certainty ; I 7 
only say, 2f I go, as I rationally expect to, I shall enjoy | 
that which affords me so much pleasure now to anti- | 
cipate.” 

Mrs. C. Is this then the highest source of present enjoy- 
ment you can find? I fear, my love, your expectation is not 
quite so rational as you are willing to believe; enjoyments 
like them are not of sufficient consequence, or in their na- 
ture sufficiently satisfying to absorb so much previous 
thought. Suppose, like your cousin, that you should be dis- 
appointed, and in the place of the promised happiness, be 
called to experience the confinement and pains of a sick bed; 
would then the anticipations you now so inordinately in- 
dulge lessen your disappointment, or afford any alleviation to 
your pains P I think not. My dear Emeline, I wish you to 
see how unsafe it is to permit your mind to flutter upon 
that which you can,never realize, and which at best is alto- 
gether unsatisfying. Like the butterfly, you are flying from 
object to object, and settle on nothing more substantial 
than the evanescent flowers on which that insect rests to 
paint its short-lived wings. 

It is very important that a young mind like yours should 
be disciplined to habits of sober thought, and more rational 
views, than you are willing to indulge. That intemperate 
thirst which you feel after the transient pleasures of the 
world, can never lead you to anticipate rationally and 
think soberly ; it will never lead to the performance of a 
single duty, which you owe either to your Creator, your fel: 
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ihis work of grace. «Through the week he sees them have 
occasional visits inorder to stir up each other’s minds by way 
of remembrance—and as they separate they unite in singing 
the parting hymn, 
Blest be the tie that binds 
Our hearts in christian Jove, &c. 
How lovely is this sight! How animating to the Church ! 
And what a prelude to her prosperity ! | Now the pious parent 
may dry his tears. Those young’ immortals whom le is 

training op, are journeying to the world of glory. Their 
prayers and intercourse will sweeten the toils ‘of his earthly 
career, and will render its eve serene and cloudless. A 
brighter day has never dawned upon Connecticut. In more 
than eighty Parishes, many of the rising generation are raised 
up as ornaments to the cause of religion. Every week their 
number is augmented. Like a strong army which confides in 
the living God, they are preparing to march forth and take pos- 
session of the enemy’scamp. Who then is not willing to join 
them ? Their language to those of their age in all parts of the’ 
union, is, “ Come thou with us and we will do thee good.” 
They ‘that be for us are more than they that be against us. For 
the salvation of those youth who are impenitent, they feel anx- 
ious desires. And while they viewthe separation which has 
already-taken place,and drop the tear of pity, they are ready to 
break out in this pathetic language— O that they were wise, 
that they understood this, that they would consider their lat- 
ter end!’ What young person is there that can be so obdurate 
as not to wish to listen to these tender expostulations, or to 
have fellowship with these happy converts? Alas! if there 
be such an one, let him enquire which is the most desirable, 
to belong to the side of satan and all his friends for a few days, 
and then lose his soul, or to enlist on the side of Christ, of 
angels and saints, and be for ever happy. AMICUS. 


A REMARKABLE INSTANCE OF EARLY PIETY. 


“ Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings God hath per- 
fected praise.’ 


Phoebe Bartlett of New-England, when about four years 
old, was greatly affected by the serious conversation of her 
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brother ; who, after having been brought to a knowledge of © 


the truth at eleven years of age, now spoke to her of the 
great things of religion. Her parents not knowing what had 
passed, and thinking her too young to profit by their instruc- 
tions, were not accustomed in the advice they gaye their 
children, to direct themselves particularlyto her. After this 


conversation with her brother, however, they observed that | 


she not only listened very earnestly whilst they were admon- 
ishing their other children, but also retired several times in a 
day, as they supposed, for secret prayer. She soon appeared 
deeply concerned about her soul, was more frequently alone, 
and at length became so earnest in her stated closet exercises, 
that nothing could divert her from them, 

Qoace, of her own accord, she spoke of not being success- 
ful in prayer, and said that she could not find Gop. A few 
weeks after this, being in the closet to which she used to re- 
tire, her mother heard her speaking aloud, which had never 
been obseryed before, and perceived that she was exceeding- 
ly importunate: the only words she could distinguish were 
these—(spoken in her childish manner, though with extraor- 
dinary earnestness, and evidently from great distress of 
mind) “ Pray BLESSED Lorp, give me salvation !—Pray— 
BEG—pardon all my sins.” When the child had done 
prayer, she came and sat down by her mother, and burst 
aloud into tears. Her mother very earnestly asked her seve- 
ral times, what was the matter, before she could give any 
answer; for she continued crying exceedingly and writhing 
her body to and fro, like a person in great anguish of spirit. 
The anxious parent now inquired, whether she was afraid 
that God would not give her salvation: she replied, “ Yes, 
“I am afraid I shall goto hell!” Upon this, she endeavoured 
to pacify her, and said that she would not have her cry,——she 
hoped God would give her salvation. Still, however, she 
continued weeping bitterly, till at length, suddenly ceasing, 
she began to smile, and presently said with a tranquil coun- 
tenance, “ Mother, the Kingdom of Heaven is come to me !” 
Surprised beth at the sudden alteration, and the manner in 
which she expressed herself, her mother made no reply.— 
The child soon spoke again, and said, “ There is another 


come to me,—and another,—there are three.” Being asked 3 


what she meant, she replied, One is—‘* Thy will be doney’ 
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and there js another, ‘ Enjoy him for ever.’” The child, it 
seems, alluded to three passages in her catechism, which 
came into her mind. 

Having said this, she retired into her closet and her moth- 
er went to call at her brether’s who lived near. When she 
returned, the child met her with this cheerful speech, “I can 
find God now!” referring to her former complaint, that she 
could not find Him. She then said, “I love God.” Her 
mother asked her how well she loved God? whether she 
loved Him better than her father and mother? She said, 
“Yes.” Being asked again whether she loved God better than 
she did her sister Rachel? she answered, “ Yes, better than 
any thing!” During the whole afternoon she appeared ex- 
ceedingly cheerful, and when a neighbour asked her how she 
felt herself ? she answered, “‘ I feel better than I did.” The 
same person inquired, what made her feel better? she repli- — 


_ ed, God makes me to feel better.” 


In the evening, a minister who was occasionally in town, . 
called at the house and talked with her of religion. After 
he was gone, she sat leaning on the table, bathed in tears; 
and being asked what made her weep ? she said, it was think- 
ing about God. Great part of the next day, which was 


Saturday, she seemed to be in a very affectionate frame, and 
_ though frequently weeping, she appeared desirous to con- 


ceal her tears, and was very backward to talk of the occa- 
sion of them. On the sabbath she was asked whether she 
believed in God? she answered, “ Yes;” and being told 
that Christ was the Son of God, and the only Saviour, she 
immediately replied, * I know it.” 

Sometime about the middle of winter, when all the family 
were in bed, her mother perceived that she was awake, and 
heard her, as she thought, weeping. She called to her, and 
asked what was the matter. Her answer was in a so low 
a voice that her mother could not hear what she said ; but 
she observed that she lay awake, and continued in the same 


_ frame for a considerable time. The next morning she asked 


her if she did not weep in the night? The child answered, 
Yes, I wept a little; for I was thinking about God and 
Christ, that they loved me” Her mother then asking her, 
whether the thought of God, and Christ’s loving her made 
her weep ? she answered, ‘* Yes, it does sometimes.” 
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A very remarkable abiding change was evident in this : 
child from the period of her first convictions. She remem- 
bered the sabbath day to keep it holy: and so earnestly did | 


she desire the return of it that she would often be inquiring 
through the week, how long it was to the sabbath; and she 
must have the intervening days counted over, before she could 


be satisfied. She loved the house of Gods; and when there, ‘ 


was so far from spending her time as children of her age too 
frequently do, that she listened with an attention truly extra- 
ordinary in so young a child. She delighted much in meet- 
jes for prayer, and hearing religious conversation. ‘* Once,” 


says president E:dwards, on whose authority we have given | 


this narvative, “‘ when J was at the house with some other 
strangers, and talked to her on religious subjects, she seemed 
more than ordinarily attentive; and as we departed, she 
looked very eagerly after us, and said, “I wish they would 
come again.” Her mother asked her “ Why?” She replied, 
“T delight to hear them talk of the truths of God.” — It- will 
be recollected that this Jovely subject of regenerating grace 
was not five years old. 


te ES 
——— 


PARENTAL INSTRUCTION. 


The following is an interesting example of the manner in 
which pious parents have endeavoured to lead their children to 
a concern for their souls, and to instruct them in the principles 
of Christianity. 

Of the late excellent Mrs. Berry, of Warminster, it is said, 
that her sabbath evenings were employed in reading the 
Scriptures, and holding familiar dialogues with her three 
children. Ajter hearing them repeat a short prayer, and 
one of Watts’s little hymns for children, she seated them 
each in a separate chair, while with maternal simplicity and 
endearment, she heard and answered their questions, and pro- 


posed her own. Dismissing the two youngest to rest, the | 


eldest (being now six years old) was retained up a little lon- 
ger. With him, it was her constant sabbath evening custom 
to kneel and pray. At these periods she forgot herself in 
enteavouring to interest her boy. She would begin with 
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prayer for his father, who, at that moment was preaching to 
his people; then she would pray for her children one by 


one. After mentioning their names, she either implored 


forgiveness for foibles, or expressed her gratitude that “ the 
Great Gop had made them such good children.” Taking 
this boy one day into the parlour where she usually perform- 


a ed these exercises, his father asked him, if his dear mother 
- did not sometimes kneel with him and pray; with eyes in- 


stantly filled with tears, the little disciple artlessly replied, 
‘s Yes, father, mother used to kneel at that chair, and hold 
my hand, and pray for father, that he might do good, and 
for me, and Henry, and for little Mary, and for all of us.” 

“TT think,” said this affectionate mother, about a fortnight 
before her death, “ I think, in looking back upon all these 
seasons, my sweetest exercises were with my dear boy on 
ihe sabbath-evenings :—the house was still: my babes were 
in bed : my husband was labouring for Gop in the sanctuary: 
every thing aided and inspired devotion. I think my dear 
boy will never forget some of these seasons, any more than 
myself. O,my happy seasons with my infant son!” 


=— 


COMMUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN: 


ON PRAYER. 
Prayer is the soul’s sincere desire Prayer is the Christian’s vital 
Utter’d or unexpress’d, breath, 
The motions of a hidden fire The Christian’s native air, 
That trembles in the breast. Hie watch word at the gates of 
death— 
Prayer is the burden of a sigh, He enters heaven with prayer. 


The falling of a tear, 
The upward glancing of aneye, Prayer is the contrite sinner’s 
When none but God is near. voice, 
The turning from his ways, 
Prayer is the simplest form of While angels in their songs rejoice 
speech And cry, * Behold he prays.” 
_ That intant lips can try ; 
Prayer the sublimest strains that In Prayer on earth, the saints are 
reach One ; 
The Majesty on bigh. In word, in deed, in mind, 
24 











278 Summer will soon be gone. 


When with the Fatherandthe Son O Thou, by whom we come te 
Sweet fellowship they find. God, 
The Life, the Truth, the Way, 
NorPrayer is made on earth alone, The path of Prayer thyself hast 
The Holy Spirit pleads, trod, 
And Jesus on the eternal throne Lord, teach us how to Pray. 
For sinners intercedes. 


COMMUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN. 


SUMMER WILL SOON BE GONE. 


“ Let not cloudless skies deceive you: 
Summer gives to Autumn place.” ¥ 


In contemplating the beauties of nature, as exhibited in the 
vegetable world, the person of sensibility enjoys a pleasure, 
the purest, the most refined. The variegated hues of the 
violet, the fragrance of the rose, and the still more grateful 


odour of the newly made hay, conspire to rouse his every 
sense, and to create within his bosom a secret wish, that such 
delights might be perpetual. Alas! how vain thewish! To 
the charms of summer soon succeeds the gloom of autumn ; 
hollow winds take the place of gentle zephyrs; the leaf be- 
comes sear and dead, ana nature, as it were, prepares for her 
interment. I was going to anticipate the scenes that follow; 
but upon reflection, I choose to consider the subject in a dif- 
ferent point of view. 

There is a striking similarity between the natural sum- 
mer and that of the Gospel, or the season which God has 
given us, to make provision for the soul. As in the former, 
the husbandman must labour with unabated assiduity, so in 
the latter, we should work “ while the day lasts,” and strive, 
by every means in our power, to make our calling and election 
sure.”” This appears the more important, when we reflect, 
that the day of grace will soon be past, precious opportuni- 
‘ties for ever gone, and our account sealed up for the Judg- 
ment. Yes, immortals! We are hastening to the bar of God 
as fast as time can waft us. The sound of the Gospel will 
soon be exchanged for that of the Archangel’s trump, and 
the invitations of slighted mercy, for the awful decision, “ De- . 
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part, ye cursed, into everlasting fire /” O then let us live 


for God and eternity; and when the summer of our life is end- 
ed, we shall be transplanted into the garden of Heaven, 
there to bloom in immortal youth! Nor ought our exertions 
io be confined merely to ourselves. The main object ef our 
lives should be the glory of God, and consequently, the salva- 
tion of those who are even now on the verge of the pit. Chris- 
tian! Can you reflect upon the miseries of a ruined world ; 
can you see your “kindred after the flesh” going down to 
eternal death ; those who have “ been redeemed by the pre- 
cious blood of the Son of God,” trampling this blood under 
their feet, and yet not make one generous effort? Brethren, 
“‘the harvest will soon be past, and the summerended.” If, 
therefore, we are disposed to do any thing for God, if any 
thing for Christ, if any thing for the salvation of cur own 
souls, and that of those around us, let us do it now. I would 


say toall, 


‘¢ Seize, mortals! seize the transient hour ; 
Improve each moment as it flies : 
Life’s a short summer—man a flower ; 
He dies—Alas! how soon he dies!” 
EuGEnNtIvs 


MISSIONARY INTELLIGENCE. 
MISSION TO THE SANDWICH ISLANDS, 


The latest information from our Missionaries on these Islands, was 
by the Volunteer, Capt. Bennett, who left Woahoo the 19th, and Atooi 
the 2istof November. We have room to insert only a few extracts 


from their letters. 

“We cannot but rejoice with you in viewlof what God is do- 
ing for Zion, and for the heathen. We believe you will rejoice 
with us, when you see what the Lord has done for these 
Isles of the Gentiles, in removing their idols and altars of 
abomination, and in planting a Christian mission and church 
and erecting the standard of the Gospel. In view of the 
magnitude and responsibility of the work before us, the great 
preparation deemed necessary to engage in it, and the diffi- 
culty of making every needed preparation, we could not but 
feel, at the time we left you, that, in some respects, our em- 
barkation was hasty and premature. ‘Though the same con- 
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siderations have still a similar bearing on our minds, yet we — 


are satisfied that we arrived, in the good providence of God, 


‘at the very juncture for the establishment of a mission ; “8 Hy 
and were we “thoroughly furnished unto every good work,” 
we might hope to see our banner unitedly set up, inthe name | — 


of our God, and immoveably established unto all generations. 
The work will indeed put in requisition all the wisdom and 
experience, all the talents and enterprise, all the zeal and ae- 
tivity, which we possess: nay, it seems to demand the wisest 
and most efficient labourers, which the church could possibly 
furnish. 

Our journal will give you a view of our progress, the state 
of our schools, and the situation of the mission. We have 
had under our instruction, at the different stations, about 90 
pupils, of different ages, rank and color, from the king and 
royal family, to the outcast in the street. Under the instruc- 
tion of brother and sister Thurston and Thomas Hopoo, at 
Kirooah, 14; under brother Loomis at Toeaigh, 8; at Woa- 
hoo, under the care of Mr. and Mrs. Bingham, 40; and un- 
der the care of brothers Whitney and Ruggles at ‘Atooi, 30. 

Will the church in America hetp us to praise God for his 
goodness and for his wonderful works, and continue to pray 
lor our prosperity. You,dear Sir, will never forget us while 
you love the Redeemer, and his glorious cause among the hea- 
then.” 

Messrs. Whitney and Ruggles, at Atooi, in their communication to 
the Treasurer observe :— 

“Our covenant Father still continues his smiles upon us, giv- 
ing us all health and strength, daily supplying our necessities 
from his all-abounding on liberal hand, opening wider and 
wider the door of usefulness to us, and by his gracious provi- 
dences bidding us, “ Be strong and of good courage; fear 
not, nor be afraid of them; forthe Lord thy God, he tt is 
that doth go with thee; he will not fail thee nor forsake 


thee.’ ‘Though every day presents to us new instances of 


the depravity and wretchedness of these heathens, and every 
hour brings new obstacles before us, which, to the natural 
view, seem almost to hedge up our way; yet we experien¢e 
also, every day, fresh tokens of the gracious care and favour 
of flim, whe, when on earth, said to his disciples, “ Go ye, 
therejore, teuch adi nations,” &c..and we have constant en~ 
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couragement to arm ourselves with zeal, and confidently pro- 
ceed in our work. 

King Tamoree appears no less interested in our object, 
than when we first landed on this island; but rather seems 
more and more inclined to patronize it, almost daily contribu- 
ting to our comforts and conveniences. Our school at pres- 
ent consists of about 30 children, and eight or ten adults. 
Their progress is flattering.” 


A PRESSING CALL OF MISSIONARIES. 


Shall we not send them aid ? 


The following extracts of letters from Missionaries at Elliot and 
Mayhew need no comment. The Missionaries plead not for them- 
selves. They have only to return to the dwellings of their fathers, and 
competence and ease would again be their lot. But they cannot bear 
to see the dear youth aroand them leit to all the ignorauce and wretcb- 
edness of heathenism. It is for these children that they plead. And 
shall they plead in vain? Is there nothing that can be spared from our 
tables for the comfort of the dear missionaries who have Jeft the waiks 
of civilized life to make krown unto them the way o/ salvation ? 
Have we no garments to cast around those children of the forest that 
they may with decency attend on the instructions of the echoei ? Dear 
youthful Readers, what answer will you give to these questions ? 

Mr. Byington writes from Elliot, where he had just arrived, “ No 
one can easily know the extent of labour, or the disadvantages attend- 
ing labour here, without being on the spot, and being brought himself 
to feelthem I will mention some of these inconveniencies We 
have no saw-mill or grist-mill, and are obliged to keep our horses al- 
most constantly employed at our mill to grind corn for the family. 
All our boards must be sawed by hand. 

«‘ The family bas not a supply of furniture. Six teacups and saucers 
with the addition of one or two bow!s, would have been, a few days 
since, a fair inventory of ourcrockery Since then these have been 
destroyed by fire. In sickness, some inconvenience is felt when every 
kind cf medicine and food must be prepared in iron, tin or pewter 
ware. I speak of these things to show you our embarrassed situation 
in regard to conveniencies and facilities in our labours. This dear 
family however appear contented. ‘They do not complain of their 
situation. Much more could indeed be done at less expense if this 
station were better supplied with articles of household furniture &c. 
But we do hope that God will appear for us. In many respects he 
does afford us peculiar encouragement. The boys in our school are 
docile and kind, ready and able to do any kind of work. They are 
waked early in the morning and taken to the field to chop wood and 
clear land. Often has it been pleasant to hear the woods ring with 
noise of 20 or S0 axes. In this way they are employed morning and 
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evening. Some bring the cows; others milk them. Others again 
feed the horses, and attend the horse mill. Allareemployed whoare 
able to «ork | .. 

“Tn school they appear interesting. It is alway to me an affecting | 
spectacie to see them assembled for divine worship, gathered asthey = 
are from {he !and of darkness and the habitations of wretchedness, ig- 
norance and sin, and here allowed to unite their voices in songs of 
praise, and kneel iu prayer before that God of whom till now they had 
neverheard My heart has been not a little cheered by the hope that 
God was about to bless some of these children with his saving grace. 
Several now appear to be quite solemn. They come around the Mis- 
sionaries and ask our prayers, and when we are assembleu for prayer 
by ourselves, if they hear us sing they will soon come in and remain 
during the meeting. We have altended two or three meetings with 
the children on this account alone. Last evening we met five, some 
of whom appeared broken and contrite in spirit and heart. Pray, my 
dear friends, for these children and for him who is sent among them 
jast at this interesting time to guide them to the Saviour The other 
day when making some preparations for the monthly concert, a boy 
came into my room and sat down, apparently that he might be con- 
versed with» Perhaps at the very moment, the friends of the Redeem- 
er at the North were praying forthe heathen. I could say more but 
might raise your expectations too high. I know your caution on such 
subjects. It becomes me to leave al! events in the hands of God. But 
how can we endure that these children will fail of salvation. We 
must labour and pray and give to Gedall the glory. 

‘‘Many more children long to come here. Hundreds would come if 
we could say we couldtake them. This we cannot do. Already we 
have all we can provide for. We turned away one twice who came 
150 miles. He has gone to his own home; but where is his home ? 
Jt is the house of a heathen, where no knowledge of the Saviour is en- 
joyed, where he may grow up in habits of vice and at length, sink 
down in death without seeing one ray of light reflected from Heaven 
on histomb! My heart was moved within me when I saw this youth 
hanging around our doors longing {o receive Christian instruction. 
Has Christian charity ceased to act? Are there no mercies in the land 
where the light of Heaven shines ? Then how long shall we continue 
sending away children from our doors for want of means to give them 
bread to eat and clothes to wear? Isay no more. There is no need 
ot it. And when I tell you we are not a little distressed in regard to 
keeping our other children for want of means, what will you think ? 
} cannot give up the hope that the Lord will appear for us although a 
few nights ago two dwellings were burnt to the ground.” 

In another letter Mr. B. says, “I hope the good people of the north 
will not grow weary with the tale of our wants and trials. We are 
unworthy of their charities and their prayers. But let us tel! you of 
our wants, for may! not speak with treedom on this subject to you ? 

“ We ought to be thankful that we have tin cups in which we can 
drink our rye coffee—I hope we are But we have not enough of 
these, and of knives and forks to furnish eur family. We set a second 
table three timesaday. When J consider these wants, I look around 
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on my brothers and sisters, some of them weakly, and others weighed 
down under affliction, labour, and care ; and see how poorly they are 
supplied with the comforts of life, still how cheerful, how contented 
they appear, my heart is filled with emotions of joy and sorrow. 
Would the good people of the North send them hats, shoes and bon- 
nets, all of a plain kind, coats, gowas, &c &c. I should greatly re- 
joice Bedding would be very useful. is much wanted, still we 
can getalong§ It is easy to spread a blanket upon the floor and lie 
down upon it Weariness can rest on the flinty rock, and it will be 
sweet whea weariness is produced in tlie service of the Lord Jesus. 
I should be pleased if we could give some of our scholars a bed. 
This we cannot do now. They are happy and contented as they are. 

This year we are to have no supplies (from the American Board) 
of cloth, paper, iron, leather, school books, and but little medicine, 
and no more money. We are already in debt one thousand 
dollars. We are in distress; Our only hope is in ithe God 
of Jacob. Brother Kingsbury with his staff passed over these 
brooks, and now he has becometwo bands among us. May the 
Lord save us from ruin and not leave us to perish Dear Brother, 
your heart is, I trust, much interested in these missions. Would you 
not profitably employ some,—much of your leisure time in exciting 
an interest among the people of God and the friendsof humanity to- 
wards these nations of Indians?” 

Mr. Kingsbury writes from Mayhew, ‘ With tears of sorrow [ sit 
down once more to address you. But now what shall we do ? Shall we 
not pay our debts? Shall we not procure provisions for our family? Just 
as we are og Omeay.. to enter into the harvest shall we see all the hopes 
which have been raised respecting this nation, dashed to the ground ? 
Shall we be compelled to leave these missions, and to seek our bread 
at some other place and in some other way. On our account this 
would be of comparatively little consequence ; but what will become 
of thejcause of missions ? What wili be said of all the Zeal, which 
has been manifested of jate for the cause of missions, and for the uni- 
versal spread of the Redeemer’s kingdom ? 

‘¢ By the assistance of God we are resolved to do all in our power 
to keep up these missions. If we sink, we hope it will be found, that 
we have not deserted our post while it could be maintained.” 


ES 


A GREAT MAN FALLEN IN ISRAEL. 
DEATH OF DR. WORCESTER. 


To many of our readers it is already known that the grave 
has closed over one of the earliest, most disinterested, and 
most active friends of missions on this side of the Atlantic. 
By too close application to the arduous duties which devol- 
ved upon him as Secretary of the American Board, Dr. 
Worcester had greatly impaired his health ; with the hope 








284 Death of Dr. Worcester. 


therefore of brightening up the: feeble glimmering lamp of ; 


life, as well as performing some important services, for the} ~ 
Missionary cause, he had visited New-Orleans, and was onal} ” 


tour through the Indian country. 


He was not able to visit Elliot, as he had at first contem.| 
plated: while at the Pigeon Roost, in the middle of the Choc- 
taw nation, he suffered extreme illness, and was obliged to} 
relinquish the thought of seeing a place on which his heart} 


was, and long had been, deeply fixed.” 


At Mayhew, however, of which he says, “ It is certainly i 
one of the most delightful spots which my eyes ever be-| 
held,” he was visited by several of the Missionary breth-[ 


ren from Elliot. He then writes, “Iam now setting my 


face towards Brainerd, and, as I hope, towards heaven.” E ; 
The former place he reached about the last of May, and to} | 
the latter he was received, as we trust, early in the succeed-| + 


ing month. 


A short time previous to his death he requested to see the ’ 
Indian children of the school, and spoke to them with much} 


affection as they surrounded his bed. 
Thus has gone to his rest from an interesting station 


amongst the heathen, this great and good man. His name) 


shall be had in everlasting remembrance by many a poor pa- 
gan, brought home to slory through his instrumentality. And 
when in future years the hero’s name shall be forgotten, and 
the field of battle be known no more, the descendants both 
of red and white men shall assemble around his grave, and 
bless the memory of Worcester. 


Letter from Dr. Worcester. 





” 





While detained by sickness at the Pigeon Roost, Dr. 


Worcester despatched the following letter to the missiona- 
ries at Elliot. 

Pigeon Roost, April 16, 1821. 
‘¢ Dearly beloved in the Lord, 


In various scenes and changes ; ; the perils of the sea _ 
and the perils of the wilderness ; :n much weakness, weari- © 


ness, and painfulness, my heart has been cheered with the | 
anticipation of being refreshed at Elliot. At present, how- | 
ever, it appears to be the will of our ever to be adored Lord | 
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and Master, that the anticipation so fondly entertained, 
he| Should not be realized: I bow to his sovereign pleasure,—al- 
_ ways good,—infinitely good. Still my heart melts with long- 
ing and tenderness towards that consecrated spot of so many 
"prayers and vows; toils and tears; consolations and hopes ; 








a _ towards all the members of the missionary family; both those 
tof Whom I have seea, and those whom I have not seen; to- 
art) wards the dear children of the forest, the objects of benevo- 

tent instruction and labour and care. As many of you as 
ly} can conveniently come to Mayhew in season for the purpose, 
ye.) | should rejoice to see there. May the God and Father of our 
yh.) Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of mercies and the God of 
ny| 2il grace, bring you nearer and nearer to himself, and keep 


.»| you more entirely in his love,—grant you abundant supports 
to} 2nd consolations in the work of faith—the patience of hope, 
d-| and the labour of love; make you faithful unto death. May 
he bless the school and prosper the work in the nation, and 
he} make inis wilderness and solitary place to be glad for you; 
ch} and this desert to rejoice and blossom as the rose. And 
_ when our labours and trials on earth shall be finished, in his 
on| infinite merey may we meet in his nresence above and re- 
ne) ioice in his glory forever. 





a- Most sincerely yours in the Lord, 

id S. WonrcestTer.” 
1d cialis 

th Ze Mee 

1d | FIRST FRUITS OF MISSIONARY FIELDS. 





More than five hundred dozen of the finest radishes have 
been raised this year inthe Missionary Garden cultivated by 
students of Yale College. These with other early vegetables, 
fr. have found a ready market, so that the first fruits of a single 
'- garden have brought into the missionary treasury nearly $20. 

The different Missionary Fields in this city all look very 
promising. Our accounts likewise from friends in various 
parts of the country induce us to believe that their fields are 

@ not at all inferior to ours. Indeed, the “ God of harvest” 
seems to smile propitiously upon this method of aiding the 
_ spread of his gospel, for, as we are assured, the Missionary 
al Fields in many places are more flourishing than others which 
‘! lie nearthem. We hope that those who have put their hand 
' tothe plough in this good cause, will not jook back, but 
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cheerfully endure whatever toil is necessary to gather in the 
harvest. And when another seed time shall return, may no 
village—no individual fail to engage in these benevolent 
tabours. 


ae 


ANECDOTE. 


It is an injunction of scripture—“ Train up a child in the 
way he should go, and when he is old he will not depart from 
it.” This duty has been neglected in numberless instances. 
And strange as it may seem, there have been cases during the 
present revivals of religion in our Jand, in which children 
have been raised up to pray for and exhort their irreligious 
parents to become reconciled to God. An example of this 
kind has been known in one of our parishes in Connecticut. 
A young lad of the age of 8 or 9 has not unfrequently been 
seen to grasp the parental hand, and to urge with tenderness 
the parents of his childhood to attend to the salvation of their 
souls. Nay more—his tears have bedewed the hoary locks 
of his aged grandsire, who is a stranger to hope, and in his 
presence this babe in Christ, has frequently raised his cries 
to God for his conversion. Affecting scene! One would 
suppose that the earnestness of such a child to rescue from 
perdition these guardians of his youth, was sufficient to break 
the most obdurate heart. Let those children who have net 
pious friends look at this example and take courage. 


POETRY. 


RICHARD—A VILLAGE TALE. 
(Continued from page 250) 


The farm was now his home—and there he saw 
Each action govern’d by the sacred law ; 
Diffusing all ibat happiness around, 

Which rarely in this mortal state is found. 

Though Richard oft recali’d the scenes gone by, 
And blest his father’s memory with a sigh ; 

Yet time and all the farmer’s kindness join’d, 
Restor’d at length his wonted peace of mind. 

















Richard.—A Village Tale. 


His grateful heart attentive to repay, 

The numerous favors he receiv’d each day, 
With persevering diligence and care, 
Pursued the varied labours of the year. 


_ Soon as the east proclaim’d the dawn of day, 
He left his bed with spirits fresh and gay ; 

But ere the labours of the morn began, 
Thankfulto HIM who made and blesses man, 
His heart arose in fervent praise and prayer, 
For all his mercies and paternal care. 

Nor was it servile duty: he enjoy’d 

The sacred moments which were thus employ’d, 
And with a conscious peace commenc’d the day, 
Unknown to those whe tread the different way. 


Thus, now the various duties of the farm, 
Demand the exertions of his active arm ; 
The cattle waiting for their morging fare, 
In watchful silence claim his cay care ; 
Obedient to the well known pail they stand, 
To yield their flowing treasure to his hand ; 
The well-rang’d stable where the team repose, 
The barn secure, whence smiling plenty flows ; 
With numerous labours of the fertile field, 
To hasten evening on, employment yield ; 
While health and cheerfulness through all the day, 
Drive discontent and gloomy cares away. 


Now on the Farmer’s hearth the faggot burns, 
And Richard to his home at eve returns ; 
Now with a wish to please, aloud he reads, 
Of strange adventures, philanthropic deeds ; 
Of towns in ruins laid, of empires lost, 
And thundering navies on the ocean tost ; 
While from the little circle listening nigh, 
Kind pity claims the sympathetic sigh ; - 
Iustructive thus, their cheerful evenings close, 
And weary nature calls them to repose. 


While village duties blest each smiling day, 
Unwearied time pursued its rapid way; 
And spring had chang’d six times the rural scene, 
Since Richard left his cottage on the green— 














Richard.—A Vitiage ‘fale. 


When harvest call’d the labourers to the field, 
With dexterous hand the rake and fork to wield, 
The scythe had laid the ripen’d blade along, 
When joyous moved in ranks the merry throng ; 
And while the swath they scattered o’er the ground, 
The harmless joke pursued its sprightly round. 
But what made Richard so alert and gay ? 

No doubt, the cheerful labour of the day ; 

For harvest scenes can never fail to inspire, 

The dullest heart with more than youthful fire. 
Ah! no, his heart a stronger influence mov’d, 
Joyful he saw, the charming maid he lov’d. 

Her kind approving smile he hoped to gain, 

Nor was his suit neglected with disdain. 

For well she knew his worth, and scorn’d the art 
Of trifling vainly with an honest heart ; 

Nor envied he proud grandeur’s wealthy peer, 
Enough for him, Ais Mary’s heart sincere. 


Blithe was the scene—the lads and lasses gay, 
Pursued the employment of the busy day; 
And Truman smil’d with honest joy to see, 
Labour and mirth so heartily agree. 
‘Po screen them from the sun’s meridian heat, 
Beneath an oak they took their shady seat, 
Then spread their frugal fare upon the ground, 
And briskly urged their horn of beer around. 
Refresh’d they rose, resum’d their tasks once mor e, 
And turn’d the plenteous harvest o’er and o’er ; 
Till twilight shadows darkening all the field, 


A welcome respite to their labours yield. 


As Richard oft the little cottage pass’d, 
And many anxious looks around him cast, 
While pleasing memory recall’d to view 
Unnumber’d scenes his sportive childhood knew ; 
He, sighing, thought—ah! were that roof my home, 
Not paths of wealth could tempt my feet to roam ; 
And purest joys would dwell securely there, 
If Mary would consent those joys to share; 
‘Then while those fancied whims his bosom warm’d 
A thousand plans of future life he form’d. 
(To be concluded.) 





